THE SECOND EVENING

him the certainty of Queenie's origin, and sent him up-
stairs with bawdish encouragement. " I think we will
speak in German together."

So great was her relief to find it was not the juggler
who had caught her like this, that she answered him
naturally in a language of which she had refused to utter
a word for over two years, answered him too in a different
tone from last night's, for he was to offer her the way to
escape from Zozo for ever. The Major was obviously
gratified by her manner. He had come, he explained,
to invite her to give him the pleasure of her company
to-night. He hoped she would be kind, for he was going
away soon and he wished to carry back with him to
Germany a souvenir of the warm South. No German who
has even seen an orange-tree growing in the open-air can
help being sentimental over his experience. A place in
the sun was a more literal expression of an aspiration than
their enemies supposed. Yes, he went on, his stern eyes
melting like butter in the warmth of his feelings, he wanted
to carry back with him to the North a memory of this
moonlight, and he could think of no sweeter memory than
a night of love with this angel-haired little girl. So he had
contrived a plan, which he hoped his little blue-eyed love
would help him to carry out. That plan was a drive by
automobile to a restaurant he had heard of about twenty
miles from the city, where, in a private supper-room, they
could be undisturbed and where together they could sit
by the edge of the sea and drink in, with beating hearts*
the beauty of this sublime southern night. Queenie
mechanically responded to his amorous elation as in the
past she had responded mechanically to the same symptoms,
in many other men. Major von Rangel was delighted,,
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